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DRAMATIS PERSONS
MEN.

TJiefeus, Duke of Athens,

Egeus, an Athenian Lord,

Lyfander, in love with Hermia,

Demetrius? in love with Hermia3
Quince, the Carpenter,

&w£, the Joiner,

Bottom, the Weaver,
.F/ate, the Bellows-menders

Snowt, the Tinker,

Starvelings the Taylpr,

.M\ Branfby.

ik/r. Burton.
.Mr. Vernon.
JIfr. W. Palmer*

./Wr. Love.
i%\ Clough.
iWr. Yates.

Mr. BaddeJey.

Mr. Ackman.
Mr. Parfons.

WOMEN.
Hippolita, Princefs of the Amazons, be- 7 3/f „ »

•

frothed to Thefeus,
^.Hopkins.

Mernia Daughter to $geus, in love with?^y
Lyjander, S

Helena, in love with Demetrius, Mrs. Vincent,

ATTENDANTS.
Oberon, King of the Fairies,

Titania, Queen of the Fairies,

Puck,

Firji Fairy,

Second Fairy,

Mifs Rogers.

Mifs Ford.

Majier Cape.
Mifs Wright.
Majier Pvaworth.

Other Fairies attending the King and Queen*

SCENE, Athen
s
, and a Wo§d notfarfrun it.
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Midiummer Night's Dream.

A C T I. SCENE I.

S C E N E, a Palace.

Enter Thefeus, and Hippolita, with Attendants,

THESEUS.
O W, fair Hippolita, our nuptial hour
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in
Another moon : But oh, methinks how flow

This old moon wanes ! She lingers my defires,

Like to a fiep-dame, or a dowager,
Long withering out a young man's revenue.

Hip. Four days will quickly fteep themfelves In nights,
And then the moon, like to a filver bow,
New bent in heaven, {hail behold the night;
Of our folemnities.

The. Go, Philoflxate,

Stir up th
J

Athenian youth to merriments

;

Awake the pert and nimble fpirit of mirth :

Turn melancholy Forth to funerals.

The pale companion is not for our pomp.
HippoJita, I woo'd thee with my fword,
And won thy love, doing thee injuries

:

But I will wed thee in another key.
With pcmp, with triumph, and with revelling.

Mnfer
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Enter Egeus, Hermia, Lyfander, and Demetrius.

Ege. Happy be Thefeus our renowned Duke.
The. Thanks, good Egeus ; what's the news with thee ?

Ege. Full of vexation, come I with complaint

AgainiT: my child, my daughter Hermia.

Stand forth, Demetrius. My noble Lord,

This man hath my confent to marry her.

Stand forth, Lyfander. And, my gracious' Duke,
This hath bewitch'd the bofom of my child :

Thou, thou, Lyfander. And, my noble Lord,

Be't fo, fhe will not here, before your Grace,

Confent to marry with Demetrius,

I beg the ancient privilege of Athens;

As fhe is mine, I may difpofe of her :

Which fhall he either to this gentleman,

Or to her death, according to our law.

The. What fay you, Hermia ? Be advis'd, fair maid^

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman.

Her. Sp is Lyfander.

The, In himfelf he is ;

But in this kind, wanting your father's voice,

The other mufb be held the worthier.

Her. I do intreat your Grace to pardon me l

I know not by what pow'r I am made bold,

In fuch a prefence here to plead my thoughts :

But I befeech your Grace, that I may know
The worft that may befall, if I refufe.

The. Either to die the death, or to abjure

For ever the fociety of men

;

Therefore, fair Hermia, queftion your defires,

Whether not yielding to your father's choice,

You can endure the livery of a nun:
Thrice blefled they that mailer fo their blood,

But earthlier happy is the rofe diftilPd,

Than that, which withering on the virgin thorn,

Grows, lives, and dies, in fingle bleffednefs.

Her. So will I grow, fo live, fo die, my Lord,

Ere I will yield my virgin heart and hand

Unto his Lordmip, to whofe unwifh'd yoke

My foul confents not to give fqv'reignty.

A I R.
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A I R.

JVith mean difguife let others nature hide,

And mimick virtue with the paint of art\
I jcorn the cheat ofreafon's foolijh pride,

And boajl the graceful weaknefs ofmy heart ;

The more I think, the more I feel my pain,

And learn the more each heavenly charm to prizes

While fools, too light for paffion, fafe remain,

And dullfenfation keeps thejlupid vjife.

The. Take time to paufe, and by the next new moon,
(The fealing-day betwixt my Jove and mej
Upon that day either prepare to die,

For difobedience to your father's wii^

Or elfe to wed Demetrius; or proteft

A fingle life on chafte Diana's altar.

Dem. Relent, fweet Hermia, and Lyfander yield.

Lyf. You have her father's love, Demetrius

;

Let me have Hermia's; do you marry him.

Ege. Scornful Lyfander ! true, he hath my love;

And what is mine, my love (hail render him.

Lyf I am, my Lord, as well deriv'd as he.

As well polltft : My love is more than his :

My fortune's ev'ry way as fairly rank'd,

And, which is more than all, I'm lov'd of Hermia.
Why fnou'd not I then profecute my right?

Demetrius fought Nedar's daughter Helena,

And won her foul ; and me, fweet Lady, doats.

Devoutly doats, doats in idolatry

Upon this fpotted and inconffant man.
The. I muft confefs cbat I have heard fo much,

And with Demetrius thought t'have ipoke thereof;

But being over-full of felf-afrairs

My mind did Io!e it. But Demetrius, come,
And come, Egeus, you mall go with me,
I have fome private fchooling for you both. ,

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourfelf

To fit your fancies to your father's will;

Or elfe the law of Athens yields you up
To death, or to a vow of fingle life.

Ccrr~. my Hipp&lita. [Exeunt,

T* Moment
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Maneni Lyfander and Herrnia.

Lyf. Hermia, for aught that ever I could read.

Could ever hear by tale or hiftory,

The courfe of true love never did run fmcoth,
But either it was different in blood,

Or elfe mifgrafted in refpecr of years,

Or elfe it itood upon the choice of friends,

Or if there were a fympathy in choice,

War, death, or fieknefs did lay fiege to it

Making it momentary as a found,

Swift as a fhadow, fnort as any dream,
Brief as the lightning in the collied night

That (in a fpleen) unfolds both heav'n and earth
;

And ere a man hath power to fay, behold !

The jaws of darknefs do devour it up ;

So quick bright things come to confufion.

Her. If then true lovers have been ever croft,

Oh, let us teach our trial patience:

Lyf A good perfuafion ; therefore hear me, Hermia
1 have a widow-aunt, a dowager,

From Athens is her houfe remov'd (even leagues

;

There, gentle Hermia, may 1 marry thee,

And to that place the fharp Athenian law
Cannot purfiie us. If thou lov'fr. me, then,

Steal forth to-morrow night ;~and in the wood
Where I did meet thet once with Helena,

To do obferyance to the morn of May,
There will- 1 ftay for thee.

A I R.

i Vhen that gay Jeajbn did us lead

10 the tamici kay-ccck in the mead,

eh the merry bells rung round,

Jr.d the rebecks brijk didfound,

11 %n young and old came forth to play

Gn a [wfhine hclyday.

Lei us wander far azoay,

H r
here the nibbling flocks doflray

O'er the mountains barren breaft,

7i here labouring clouds do often re/?f

O'er the meads with da'zics pfd,
Shallow brooks and rivers v*ide.

Hcr
{
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1

Her. My good Lyfander,

I fwear to thee by Cupid's ilrongeft bow,

By all the vows thauever men have broke,

To morrow truly will I meet Lyfander.

Lyf. Keep promife, love. Look here comes Helena.

Enter Helena.

Her. Good fpeed, fair Helena ! whither away ?

Hel. Call you me fair ? that fair again unfay

;

Demetrius loves you, fair;

A I R.

O Hermia/tf/r, happy, happyfair ,

Tour eyes are load /tars, and your Tongue'sfweet airt

More tuneable than lark tojhephero"s ear,

TVhen wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear ;

O teach me how you look, and zvith what art

Ton fway the motions of your lover's heart.

Her. Take comfort;

Demetrius no more fhall fee your Hermia,

Lyfander and myfelf will fly this place.

A I R.

Before the time I did Lyfander _/£<?,

Seenid Athens like a Paradife to me;
then, what graces in my love do dwell?

That he hqto turned a heaven into a hell

!

Lyf. Helen, to you we will unfold our minds

;

To-morrow night, when Phebe doth behold

Her iilver vifage in the wat'ry glafs.

Decking the bladed grafs'with liquid pearl,

(A time to lovers flights is fiill propitious)

Through Athens' gate have we devis'd to Real.

Her. And in the wood, where often you and I

Were won't to lye upon faint primrofe beds,

Emptying our bofoms of their counfels fweet,

There my Lyfander and myfelf fhall meet,

And whence from Athens turn away our eyes,

To feek new friends and ftrange companions.

Farewel fweet play-fellow! Pray thou for us;

B 2 Keep
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Keep word, Lyfander, we mud ftarve our Tight

From lover's food, 'till morrow deep midnight. [Exit Hermia.

Lyf. i will-, my Hermia. Helena, adieu!
As you on him, Demetrius do.it on you. [Exit Lyf.

Hel. How happy fome, o'er other foine can be!
Through Athens lam thought as fair as Hermia;
But what of that ; Demetrius thinks not fo:

Yet ere he look'd on Hermia' s eyes, he fwore,
He hail'd down oaths that he was only mine :

. I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight :

Then to the Wood will he to- morjrow night
Purfue her; and for this intelligence,

v

Ef I have thanks, it is a dear reward.

A I R.

Againjl myfelfvjhy all this art,

To glad my eyes, I grieve my heart ;

To give him joy, I court my ham I

And with his fight enrich my pain. [Exit Ilei.

SCENE a Room in Quince*.; Houfe.

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt, and

Starveling.

jfWtf. Is all our company here?

Bit. You were beft to call them generally, man by man,

according to the fcrip.

Qu'm. Here is the fcrowl of every man's name, which is

thought fit through all Athens to play in cur interlude before

the Duke and Dutchefs, on his wedding day at night.

,
But. Firft, good Peter Quince, fay what the play treats on ;

then read the names of the aclors ; and fo grow on to a

point.

£j>uiri. Marry, our play is the moil lamentable comedy, and

molt cruel death of Pyrarhus and Thifby.

Bat. A very good piece of wo: k, I allure you, and a merry.

Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your aclprs by the fcrowl.

Maflers, fpread yourfelves.

lutein. Anfwer as I call you. Nick Bottom the weaver !

Bvt. Ready: Name what parti am for, and proceed.

£jhin. You, Nick Bottom, are' fet down for Pyramus.
Bot, What is Pyramus, a lover, or a tyrant ?

gw*.
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ghtin. A lover that kills himfelf moil gallantly for love.

. Bot. That will afk fome tears in the true performing of it

:

If I do it let the audience look to their eyes; I will move
florins; I will condole in fome meafure. To the reft; yet,

my chief humour is for a tyrant; I could playErcles rarely,

or a part to tear a cat in. " To make all Iplit the raging
" rocks and fhivering fhocks fhal! break the locks of prifon-

" gates, and Phibbus carr {hall fhine from far, and make and
" mar the foolilh fates !" This was lofty. Now name the reft

of the players. This is Ercles vein, a tyrant's vein; a lover

is more condoling.

^uiv. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender.

Flu. Here, Peter Quince.

Sjhin. Flute, you muft take Thifby on you.

Flu. What is Thifby, a wand'ring knight ?

Quin. It is the Lady that Pyramus muft love.

Flu. Nay, faith, let not me play a woman, I have a beard

coming.
Quin. That's all one, you (hall play it in a mafk, and you

may fpeak fmall as you will.

Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play Thifby too; I'll

fpeak in a monftrous little voice ; Thifne, Thifnes ah Pyramus

my lover dear, thy Thifby dear, and lady dear.

£hiin. No, no, you muft play Pyramus ; and Flute, you
Thifby.

Bot. Well, proceed.

Sjhiin. Robin Starveling, the Taylor.

Star. Here, Peter Quince.

6>uin. Robin Starveling, you muft play Thifby's mother :

Tom Snowt, the tinker.

Smwt. Here, Peter Quince.

£hun. You, Pyramus's father; myfelf, Thifby's father;

Snug the joiner, you the Lion's part; I hope there is a play

fitted.

Snug. Have you the Lion's part written ? Pray you, if it be,

give it me, for I am flow of ftudy.

®hun. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but roar-

ing.

Bot. Let me play the Lion too, I will roar, that I will do
any man's heart good to hear me. I will roar, that I will

make the Duke fay, let him roar again, let him roar again !

§>uin. If you fhould do it too terribly, you would fright the

Dutchefs and the Ladies, that they v/ould fnriek, and that

were enough to hans; us all.

All. That would hang us every mother's fon.

Bot
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Bot. I grant you, friends, if-you fhould fright the Ladies
out of their wits, they m ild have no more difcretion but to

hang us j but I will :aggravate my voice fo,. that I will roar

ycu as gently as any lucking dove $ I will roar you *an 'twere

any nightingale.

£$uin. You can play no part but Pyramus, for Pyramus is

afweet-fac'd man, a proper nan as one fhall fee in a fummer's
day; a moil lovely gentleman-like man: therefore you mull
needs play Pyramus,

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were I befl

to play it in (

^uin. Why what you will.

Bot. I will difcharge it in either your flraw-colour'd beard,

your orange-tawny beard, your purple-in-grain beard, or your

French-crown-coiour'd beard, your perfect yellow.

£)uin. Some of your French-crov/ns have no hair at all,' and
then you will play bare fac'd.

,
But,- maPcers, here are your

parts, and I am to intreat you, requefi you, and defire you
to con them by to-morrow night ; and meet me in the palace-

wood, a mile without the town, by moonlight, there we will

rehearfe; for if we meet in the city, we fhall be dcg'd with

company, and our devices known; In the mean time I will

draw a bill of properties, fuch as cur play wants. I pray you
fail me not.

Bot. We will meet, and there we may rehearfe more ob-

fcenely and courageouily. Take pains, be perfect, adieu.

£jhiin. At the.Duke's oak we meet.

Bot. But hold ye, hold ye, neighbours ; are your voices in

order, and your tunes ready I For if we mifs our muiical

pitch, we fhall be ail 'fhafn'd and abarielon'd.

£fain. Ay, ay ! Nothing goes flown fa well as a little of.

your fol, fa, and long quaver; therefore let us- be in our airs

—-—and for better afTurance I have got the pitch pipe.

Bot. Stand round, ftand round! We'll rehearse our bp-

]og — Clear up ycur pipes, and every man in his turn take

up his ftanza-verfe Are you ail ready ?

All. Ay, ay !—^Sound the pitch-pipe, Peter Quinc .

.

[Quince blows,

Bot. Now make your revcrency and begin.

S O N G
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SON G -for Epilogue;

By Quince, Bottom, Snug, Flute, Starveling, Snout.

Quin. Mojl noble Duke, to us be kind

;

Be you and all your courtiers blind,

That you may not cur errorsfind,

' But fmile upon our Jport.

For we are ftmple aclors all,

Some fat, form lean, fome fiort, feme tall ;

Our pride is great, our meritfmail ',

Will that, pray, do at court ?

II.

Starv. Tlis writer ion ofthisfame piece,

hike other poets here of Greece, _

MA,:. •' 'IJwa 1, ihci are hut geeje,

., princ [port

St:: : : ire, no doubt,

But farce knoiv what we've been about,

And tho were honefl, if we're cut,

- That will not- do at court.

III.

Bot. Shall tinker's, weavers, iaylors, dare

Tofrut and bounce like any phyr,

Andfheiv you all, what fools we are,

And that tvay make youfpori ?
Our lofty parts we could not hit,

For what we undertook unfit
-

3

Much hoife indeed, but little wit,

That will not do at court.

IV-

Flu. O zvould the Duke and Dutchefsfmile,

The court would do thefame awhile.

But call us after, low and vile,

And that way make theirJport :

Nay, zvouldyoufill more pa/lime make,

And at poor ive your purfes fake, I

Whatever you give, we 11 gladly take,

For that will do at court.

Bot,
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Bet. Well iaid, my boys, my hearts ! Sing but like night-

ingales thus when you come to your mifreprefentation, and we
are made for ever, you rogues ! fo ! ileal a way now to your
homes without infpection ; meet me at the Duke's oak by
moon light—mum's the word,

AIL Mum ! [Exeunt all Jiealing out.

End of the Firft AB*

ACT



rA Midfummer Night's Dreamt 17

ACT II. SCENE I.

S C E N E, a Wood.

Enter a Fairy at one Door, end Puck, or Robin-good-felkw*

at another.

Puck. TT OW now, Spirit ! whither wander you ?

-n
- ift Fat. Over hill, over dale,

Through bufh, through brier, ,-

Over park, over pale, •

Through flood, through fire,

I do wander every where,

Swifter than the moon's fphere

;

And I ferve the Fairy Queen,
To dew her orbs upon the green

:

I muft go feek fome dew-drops here,

And hang a pearl in every cowflip's ear.

A I R.

Kingcup, daffodil and rofe,

Shall thefairy wreath, compofe ;

Beauty, fweetnefs, and delight',

Crown our revels of the night

:

Lightly trip it o'er the green

Wl)ere the Fairy ring isfen;
So no flep of earthly tread,

Shall offend our Lady's head.

Virtuefometimes droops her wing,

Beauties bee, may loje herfling j

Fairy land can both combine,

Hofes with the eglantine :

Lightly be your meafuresfen,
Deftlyfooted o'er the green ;

Nor afpefire's baleful head

Peep at our nocturnal tread.

Farewel thou lob of fpirits, I'll begone ;

Our Queen and all her Elves come here anon,

C Puck.
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Puck, The King doth keep his revels here to-night,

Take heed the Queen come not within his fight

;

For they do fquare, that all their Elves for fear

Creep into acorn-cups, and hide them there.

ift Fai. But why is Oberon fo fell and wrath ?

Puck. Becaufe that me, as her attendant hath

A lovely boy ftol'n from an Indian King;
And fhe perforce vvith-holds the changling,

Tho' jealous Oberon wou'd have the child

Knight of his train, to trace the forefts wild.

lit Fai. Or I miftake your fhape and making quite.

Or eife you are that flirewd and knavifh Sprite

Call'd Rcbin-good-fellow-

Puck. Thou fpeak'fl aright

;

I am that merry wand'rer of the night

:

I jeft to Oberon, and make him fmile,

Oft lurk in goffip's bowl, and her beguile

In very likenefs of a roafied crab;

And when fhe drinks, againit. her lips I boby
And on her wither'd dewlap pour the ale ;

The wifefl aunt telling the faddeft tale,

Sometime for three-foot flool miitaketh me

;

Then flip I from her bum, down topples fhe,

And rails or cries, and falls into a cough,

And then the whole choir hold their hips and lofFe,

A I R,

I/? Fai. Yes, yes, I knew you, you are he

"That frighten all the villagree;

Skim milk, and labour in the quern,

And boothfs ?nake the hufwife churn ;

Or make the drink to bear no barm,

Laughing at their lofs and harm

,

But call you Robin, and fiveet Puck,

You do their work, and bring good luck*

Yes, you are that unlucky Sprite !

Like IVill-a-w-hifp, a vjandring light,

Through ditch, ihro
7

bog, who had a/lray

Benighted /wains, who hje their way
j

You pinch the Jlattern black and blue,

You filver drop in hujwife''s Jhoe ;

For call you Robin andJweet Puck,
You do their workt and bring good luck.

Pitch
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Puck. But make room, Fair}'', here comes Oberon.

lift Fai. And here my miftrefs : Would that he were gone !

Enter Oberon King .of Fairies at one door, with his tra.n, and

the Queen at another •with hers.

Ob. Ill met by moon-light, proud Titania !

'Queen. What, jealous Oberon ? Fairy, (kip hence,

I have forfworn his bed and company.

Ob. Tarry, rafh wanton .' Am not I thy Lord ?

Queen. Then I muft be thy Lady : Why art thou here ?

Come from the farther!, lteep of India ?

But that, forfooth, the bouncing Amazon,
Your bufkin'd miftrefs, and your warrior love,

To Thefeus muft be wedded ; and you come
Xo give their bed joy and profperity.

Ob. How canft thou thus, for fhame, Titania,

Glance at my credit with Hippolita,

Knowing I know thy love to Thefeus ?

Didft thou not lead him through the glimmering night

From Perigune, whom he ravifhed,

And make him, with fair Egle, break his faith

With Ariadne and Antiopa ?

Queen. Thefe are the forgeries of jealoufy :

And never fince that middle fummer's fpring

Met we on hill, in dale, foreit, or mead,
To dance our ringlets to the whiffling wind,

But with thy brawls thou haft difturb'd our fport.

The fpring, the fummer,
The chiding autumn, angry winter, change
Their wonted liveries ; and the amazed world

By their increafe now knows not which is which ;

And this fame progeny of evil comes \

From our debate, from our diffention,

We are their parents and original.

Ob. Do you amend it then, it lies in you.

Why fhould Titania crofs her Oberon ?

I do but beg a little changiing boy

To be my henchman.
Queen. Set your heart at reft,

The fairy-land buys not the child of me.
His mother was a votrefs of my order,

And in the fpiced Indian air by night

Full often (lie hath goffipt by my fide ;

And fat with me on Neptune's yellow lands,

C 2 Mai kins:
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Marking th' embarked traders of the flood,

When we have laught to fee the fails conceive,

And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind ;

Which file, with pretty and with (wimming gait,

Would imitate, and fail -upon the land,

To fetch me trifles, and return again

As from a voyage rich with merchandize ;

But (he being mortal of that boy did die,

And for her fake I do rear up her boy,

And for her fake I will not part with him.

Ob. How long within this wood intend you ftay ?

!§hieen. Perchance till after Thefeus' wedding-day.

If you will patiently dance in our round,

And fee our moon-light revels, go with us ;

If not, fliun me, and I will fpare your haunts.

Ob. Give me that boy, and I'll go with thee.

, -ijjhieen. Not for thy Fairy kingdom.

A 1 R. U.E T.

Queen.

King.

Queen.

King.

Queen.
King.

Queen.

Both.

Away, away,

I will not Jlaj[? [

But jlyfrom rage and thee.

Begone, begone,

Yotillfeel anon

What 'tis to injure me.

Away, falfe man !

Do all you can,

Ifcorn your jealous rage !

We will not part

;

Take you my heart !

Give me yourfavourite page.

Til keep my page !

And my rage

Nor /hailyou injure me.

Away, away !

I will notflay,

But
flyfrom rage and thee.

Away, away, he. [Exeunt £hieen, &c.

Ob. Well, go thy way ; thou fhalt not from this grove,

Till I torment thee for this injury—

My gentle Puck, come hither :

There is a fiow'i:, the herb I mew'd thee once.

The juice of it on fleeping eyelids laid,

Will
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Will make a man or woman rnadlv doat

Upon the next live creature that it fees.

Fetch me that herb, and be thou here again

Ere the leviathan can fwim a league.

Puck. I'll put a girdle round about the earth

In forty minutes. [Exit.

Ob. Having once this juice,

I'll watch Titania when fhe is afleep,

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes

:

The next thing which {he waking looks upon,

(Be it on bear, lion, wolf, bull, ape or monkey),
She mall purfue it with the foul of love

:

And ere I take this charm off from her fight,

(As I can take it with another herb),

I'll make her render up her page to me.
But who comes here ? I am invifible,

And I will over-hear their conference.

Enter Demetrius, Helenafollowing him.

Dem. I love thee not, therefore purfue me not.

Hence, get thee gone ! and follow me no more.

Hel. You draw me on, I cannot help but follow.

Dem. Do I entice you ? Do I fpeak you fair ? ,

Or rather do I not in plaineft truth

Tell you I do not, and I cannot love you ?

A I R.

Forbid the formy fea to roll,

Or fix the roving wind;

f

'

But, ah, attempt not to controul

The changes ofmy mind.

Recall the minutes that arefled.

Forbidfleet time to move,

Wake to new life thejleeping dead,

But ne'er recall my love.

Hel. Scorn me, fpurn me,
Neglect, me, lofe me ; only give me leave,

Unv/orthv as I am, to follow you.

* Dem. You do impeach your modefty too much,
To truft the opportunity of night,

And the ill counfel of a defart place.

B4.
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Hel. Your virtue is my privilege ; for that

It is not night when I do fee your face,

Therefore, I think, I am not in the night.

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company,
For you, in my refpe£t, are all the worJd.

Dem. I'll run from thee and hide me in the brakes,

And leave thee to the mercy of wild beafts.

Hel. The wildefr. hath not fuch a heart as you.

Dem. I will not flay thy queftions ; let me go :

Or if you follow me, do not believe

But I fhall do thee mifchief in the wood. [Exit.

Hel. Ay, in the temple, in the town and field

You do me mifchief. Fie, Demetrius !

Your wrongs do let a fcandal on my fex.

A I R.

Our fofter fex can't fight for love,

As rougher men may do

;

In gentle fighs our pajjions move,

JVefhou'd be woo'd, not woo. [Exit,

Ob. Fare thee well, nymph ! Ere he doth leave this grove

Thou fhalt fly him, and he mail feek thy love.

Enter Puck.

Haft thou the flow'r there I Welcome wanderer

!

Puck. Ay, there it is.

Ob. I pray thee give it me ;

I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows,

Where oxflip and the nodding violet grows j

There fleeps Titania, fometime of the night,

Lull'd in thefe flow'rs, with dances and delight

;

And with the juice of this I'll ftreak her eyes,

And mske her full of hateful fantafies.

Take thou fome of it, and feek through this grove 5

A fweet Athenian Lady is in love

With a difdainful youth; anoint his eyes

;

But do it when the next thing he efpies

May be the Lady. Thou fhalt know the man
By th' Athenian garments he hath on.

And look you, meet me ere the firfl cock crow.

Puck. Fear not, my Lord, your fervant fhall do fo. [Exit.

Ob. Now, with all fpeed, to charm Titania. [Exit King.

Enter
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Enter Second Fairy, with a troop of Fairies,

A I R.

Come, follow, 'fellow me.

Yefairy Mhes that be ;

O'er, tops of .'dewy graft,

So nimbly eh we pafs ;

The young and tender folk

Ne'er bends where we do walk.

[Exeunt.

End of the Second Ac~i,

ACT
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ACT III. S C.E N E I.

SCENE The Wood.

Enter Queen of Fairies, with her Train,

^h'een.fxOme, now a roundel, and a fairy fong:^ Then for the third part of a minute hence,

Some to kill cankers in the mufk-rofe buds,

Some war with rear-mice for their leathern wings,

To make my fmall elves coats : And fome keep back
The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders,

At our queint fpirits. Sing me now afieep,

Then to your oiSces, and let me reft.

[Goes to the Bower and lies

A I R.

I ft, Fai. Youfpottcdfnakes with double tongue9
Thorny, hedge-hogs, be notfeen,

Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong,

Come not near ourfairy £kteen.

Philomel with melody,

Sing in your fiveet lullaby,

Lulla, lulla, lullaby, hdta, lulla, lullaby}

Never harm, norfpell, nor charm,

Gome our lovely Lady nigh,

So good night with lullaby.

II.

Weaving fpiders come not here,

Hence, you long- leg'dfpinners, hence'

Beetles black approach not near,

Worm nor fnail do no offence.

Philomel with melody, Sic.

Hence away ! now all is well

;

One aloofJtand tentineU [Exeunt Fairies.

Enter
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Enter Oberon.

Ob. What thou feeft when thou dofl wake3

Do it for thy true love take ;

Love and languifh for. his fake
;

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear,

Pard, or boar with briftled hair,

In thy eye what mall appear,

_ When thou wak'ft, it is thy dear

;

Wake when fome vile thing is near. [Exit Ob,

Enter Lyfander and Hermla.

Lyf. Fair love, you faint with wand'ring in the wood

;

And, to fpeak truth, I have forgot our way :

We'll reft us, Hermia, if thou think it good,

And tarry for the comfort of the day.

Her. Be't fo, Lyfander; find you out a bed.

For I upon this bank will reft my head.

Lyf. One turf fhall ferve as pillow for us both,

One heart, one bed, two bofoms, and one troth.

DUET. AIR.

Not thefiver doves thatfly',

Yoak'd in Cyihereds car,

Are fo beauteous to the eye,

Arefo choicely matched byfar.

Not the tvings that bear aloft,

Thegayfporiive Godof love,

Are fo lovely bright and faft,
Or with more confent do move.

Her. Now, my Lyfander, on that bank repofe,

That if perchance my woman's fears fhou'd feek

Protection in thy love and brav'ry,

I may not call on love and thee in vain.

Lyf. Repofe thee, love, Til watch thee thro' the night.

No harm fhall reach thee

Sleep give thee all his reft.

Her. Wiih half that wifh, the wifher's eyes be preft

!

[Theyfleep.

D Enter
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Enter Puck.

Puck. Through the foreft have I gone,

But Athenian find I none;

Night and filence ! who is here?

Weeds of Athens he doth wear;

This is he, my mafter faid,

Defpifed the Athenian maid ?

And here the maiden ileeping found

On the dank and dirty ground.

But fuil I'll throw into a trance,

This youth ; that elves may round him dance :

Melting founds your power impart,

That I may pierce his harden'd heart

!

[Soft mufid.

Lyf. Whence is this fweet enchanting harmony

!

A thicker fhade o'er fpreads the night! my fenfes,

Some fecret unknown influence feels—

—

I cannot fhake it off; chains invifible

Already bind my limbs, and all my pow'rs enthrall.

[He Jinks down.

Puck. 'Tis done, 'tis done ; and now my fkill,

His breaft with other love fha!l fill

:

Churl upon thy eyes I throw, ~

All the power this charm doth owe

;

So awake when I am gone !

For I muff, now to Oberon. [Exit.

Enter Demetrius and Helena running.

Hcl. Stay, tho' thou kill me, fweet Demetrius

!

~De?n. I charge thee hence, and do not haunt me thus.

Hel, O wilt thou leave me ? do not fo, my Jove.

Dem. Stay on thy peril, I alone will go. [Exit Dem.
Hel. O I am out of breath in this fond chace

j

The more my prayer, the lefTer is my favour.

But who is here ? Lyfander on the ground :

Dead or afleep ?

Lyfander, if you live, good Sir, awake.

Lyf, And run thro' fire for thee, fweet Helena. [Waking*

Where is Demetrius ? Oh how fit a word,

Is that vile name, to perifh on my fword !

Hel. Do not fay fo, Lyfander, fay not fo:-

What tho
1

he loves your Hermia? What of that?

Yeft
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Yet Hermia ftill loves you; be fatisfy'd.

Lyf. Content with Hermia? No: I do repent

The tedious minutes I with her have loft.

The will of man is by his reafon fway'd,

And reafon fays you are the worthier.

Reafon becomes the marfhal to my will,

And leads me to your eyes, where I can read

Love's ftories written in love's richeft book.

Hel. But wherefore this?

When at your hands did I deferve this fcorn ?

Is't not enough, is't not enough, Lyfander,

That I did never, no, nor ever can,

Deferve a fweet look from Demetrius,

But you muft flout my infufficiency ?

I thought you Lord of more true gentlenefs.

A I R.

If oh, ifno flame returns

¥he Flame that in my bofom hums,

If love for love's denfd;

Oh, be not an ungentle fivain,

Nor add to cold neglecl, dfdain,

And infolsnce and pride ! [Exit.

Lyf. She fees not Hermia : Hermia, fleep thou there,

And never may 'ft thou come Lyfander nearj

For as a furfeit of the fweeteft things

Brings deepeft loathing to the appetite ;

Or as the herefies that men do quit,

Are hated moft of thofe they did deceive ;

So thou, my furfeit and my herely,

Of all be hated, but the moft of me. [Exit,

Her. Help me, Lyfander, help me! do thy beft

To pluck this crawling ferpent from my bofom.

Ah me, for pity ! what a dream was here ?

Lyfander, look how I do quake with horror.

Methought a ferpent eat my heart away,
And you fate fouling at him.—Ha ! Lyfander,

Lyfander ! what remov'd ? Lyfander, Lord !

What out of hearing gone ? out of fight

!

Alack, where are you? fpeak, and if you hear me,
Speak of all loves : I fwoon almoft with fear.

D 2 AIR.
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AIR.

Sweet foothing hope, zvhofe magic-art,

Transforms our night to day,

Difpel the clouds, that wrap my heart

,

With thy cnlivning ray :

Thus zvhen thejlcy with noxiousfleams,

Has been obfeur'd azuhile,

The fun darts forth his piercing beams,

And makes all nature /mile. [Exit.

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout and

Starveling.

The Queen of Fairies lying a Jleep.

Dot. Are we all met r

§>uin. Pat, pat ! and here's a marvellous convenient place

for our reherfal. This green plot fhall be our ftage, this haw-
thorn brake our tyring hcufe, and we will do it in a£lion, as

we will do it before the Duke.
Bot. Peter Quince.

. %/«. What fay'ft thou, Bully Bottom ?

Bet. There are things in this comedy of Pyramus and Thifby,

that will never pleafe. Firft, Pyramus mud: draw a fword to

kill himfelf, which the Ladies cannot abide. Plow anfwer you
that ?

Snout. By'rlaken, a parlous fear !

Starv. I believe we muft leave the killing out, when all is

done.

Bet. Not a whit ; I have a device to make all well ; write

me a prologue, and let the prologue feem to fay, we will do
no harm with our fvvords, and that Pyramus is not kili'd in-~

deed ; and for more better aiTurance tell them, that I Pyramus
am not Pyramus, but Bottom the weaver : this will put them
out of fear.

§)uin. Well we will have fuch a prologue, and it mall be

written in eight and fix.

Bot. No, make it two more ; let it be written in eight and,

eight.

Snout. Will not the Ladies be afraid of the Lion ?

Starv. I fear it, I promife you.

Bot. Mailers, you ought to confider with yourfelves ; to

bring in, heaven fjiield us! a Lion among Ladies, is a moll
dreadful thing \ for there is not a more fearful wildfowl than

your Lion, living ; and we ought to look to it.

Snout.
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Snout. Therefore another prologue muft tell he is not a lion.

Bot. Nay, you muft name his name, and half his face muft

be feen through the lion's neck ; and he himfelf muft fpealc

through , faying thus, or to the fame defect : Ladies, or fair

Ladies, I would wifh you, or I would requeft you, or I would

intreat you, not to fear, not to tremble ; my life for yours ; if

you think I come hither as a lion, it were pity of my life ; no,

I am no fuch thing ; I am a man as other men are? and there

indeed let him name his name, and tell them plainly, He is

Snug the Joiner.

'Jj^uin. Well, it fhall be- fo ; but there is two hard things,

that is, to bring the moon-light into a chamber; for you know
Pyramus and Thifby met by moon-light.

Snug. Doth the moon (bine that night we play our play ?

Bot. A kalendar, a kalendar 1 look into the almanack 5 find

out moon-fhine, find out moon-fhine.

£>uin. Yes, it doth ftifrie that night.

Bot. Why then may you leave a calement of the great cham-
ber window, where we play, open, and the moon may mine in

at the cafement.

£>)uin. Ay, or elfe one muft come in with a bum of thorns
and a lanthern ; and fay he comes to disfigure or to prefent
the perfon of moon-fhine. Then there is another thin°- j we
muft have a wall in the great chamber, for Pyramus and
Thifby (fays the ftory) did talk through the chink of a wall.

Snug. You can never bring in a wall. What fay you,
Bottom ?

Bot. Some man or other muft prefent wall ; and let him
have fome plaifter, or Forrie lome, or fome rough-caft, about
him, to fignify wall : Or let him hold his fingers thus, and
through the cranny fhall Pyramus and Thifby whifper.

tShtin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, fit down
every mother's fon, and rehearfe your parts. Pyramus, you
begin ; and when you have fpoken your fpeech, enter into that
brake, and fo every one according to his cue.

Enter Puck.

Puck. What hempen homefpuns have we fwaggerino- here,
So near the cradle of the Fairy Queen ?

What, a play tow'rd ; Pll be an auditor ;

An actor too, perhaps, if I fee caufe.

ghiin. Speak, Pyramus. Thifby, ftand forth.

Pyr. Thifby, the flower of odious favours fvvcet.

<%uin. Odours, odours.

Pyr.
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Pyr. Odours favours fweet;

So doth t\xy breath, my dearefl Thifby dear

:

But hark, a voice ! Stay thou but here a while,

And by-and-by I will to thee appear. [Exit Pyr.

Puck. A flranger Pyramus than e'er play'd here ! [JJide*

[Exit.

Tlnf. Muft-I fpeak now I

$hiin. Ay, marry mull you ; for you muft underiland, he
goes but to fee a noife that he heard, and is to come again.

Tbif. Moil radiant Pyramus, moil lilly-white of hue,

Of colour like the red rofe on triumphant bier,

Moil brifklyjevenile, and eke moil lovely jew.

As true as trued horfe. that yet would never tire ;

I'll meet thee, Pyramus, at family's tomb. .

£)uin„ Ninus' tomb, man; why you mull not 'fpeak that yet

:

That you anfwer to Pyramus : You fpeak all your part at

once, cues and all. Pyramus enter ; your cue is pail : It is,

Never tire.

Enter Puck, and Bottom with an Jfs's head,

Tbif. O, as true as truefl horfe that yet would never tire.

Pyr. If I were fair, Thiibe, I were only thine.

$j)uin. O monilrous ! O ftrange ! We are haunted : Pray

mailers, fly mailers, help! [Exeunt Clowns.
Puck. I'll follow you, I'll lead you about a round,

Thro' bog, thro' bufh, thro' brake, thro' briar j

Sometimes a horfe I'll be, fometimes a hound,

A hog, a headlefs bear, fometimes a fire,

And neigh,|ahd bark, and grunt, and roar, and burn,

Like horfe, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. [Exit.

Enter Bottom.

Bot. Why 60 they run away ? This is a knavery of them to

make me afeard.

Enter Snout.

Snout. O Bottom, thou art chang'd : What do I fee on
thee ?

Bot. What do you fee ? You fee an afs's head of your own,
do you ?

Enter Quince.

ghun. Blefs thee, Bottom ! blefs thee ! thou art translated.

[Exit,

Bot.
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Bot. I fee their knavery this is to make an afs of me"; to

fright me if they could i
bat I will not ftir from this place-, do

what they can : I will walk up and down here, and I will ling,

that they fhall hear I am not afraid. [Sings,

A I R.

The oufel-cock, fo black of hue,

With orange- tawny bill,

The tbrojlle, with his note fa true,

The wren with Utile quill.

Queen. What angel wakes me from my flow'ry bed ?

Bot, (Sings.) The finch, thefparrow, and the lark,

The plain-Jong cuckow grey,

Whofe notefull many a man cloth marky
And dares not anfwer nay. .

For indeed, who would fet his wit to fo fooliih a bird ? Who
would give a bird the lie, though he cry cuckow never fo ?

Queen. I pray thee, gentle mortal, fin'g again,

Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note ;

So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhap'e,

On the firft view to fay, to fwear, I love thee.

Bot. Methinks, miftrefs, you ihould have little reafon for

that ; and yet, to fay the truth, reafon and love keep little

company together now-a-days. The more the pity, that fome
hofieft neighbours will not make them friends. Nay, I can
gleek upon occafion.

Queen. Thou art as wife as thou art beautiful:

Bot. Not fo neither : But if I had wit enough to get out of

this wood, I have enough to ferve mine own turn.

Queen. Out of this wood do not defire to go ;

Thou fhalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no.

I am a fpirit of no common rate

;

The fummer flill doth tend upon my ftate,

And I do love thee j therefore go with me,
I'll give thee Fairies to attend on thee ;

And they fhall fetch thee jewels from the deep,

And fing, while thou on preffed flow'rs doth fleep :

And I will purge thy mortal groflhefs fo,

That thou fhalt like an airy foirit go.

Peafebloflbm, Cob, Moth, Muftardfeed !

l£ntet
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Enter PeafeblofTom, Cobweb, Moth, MuHardfeed
Four Fairies.

I ft. Fai. Ready.
2d Fai. And I.

3d Fai. And I.

4th Fai. And I. Where /hall we go ?

Queen. Be kind and courteous to this Gentleman $

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes

;

Feed him with apricots and dewberries;

With purple grapes, green rigs, and mulberries ;

The honey-bags fteal from the humble bees,

And for night-tapers, crop their waxen thighs,

And light them at the fiery glow-worms eyes.

To have my love to-bed, and to arife :

Nod to him, Fives, and do him courtefies.

ift Fai. Hail, mortal, hail

!

2d Fai. Hail !

3d Fai. Hail !

Bot. I cry your wormip's mercy, heartily ; I befeech your
worfhip's name.

Cob. Cobweb.
Bot. I (hall defire of you more acquaintance, good mafrer'

Cobweb: If I cut my finger, Tfhall make bold with you.

Your name, honeft gentleman.

Peafe. PeafeblofTom.

Bot. I pray you, commend me to Miftrefs Squam your

mother, and to M after Peafecod your father : Good .Mafrer

PeafeblofTom, I mall defire of you more acquaintance too.

Your name, I befeech you, Sir?

Muji. Muftardfeed.

Bot. Good Mafrer Muftardfeed, I know your patience well'i

That fame cowardly, giant-like ox-beef, ham devour'd many
a gentleman of your houfe. I promife you, your kindred hath

made my eyes water ere now, I defire more of your ac-

quaintance, good Mafter Muftardfeed.

Shteen. Come, wait upon him, lead him to my bow'r.

The moon, methinks, looks with a watry eye,

And when fhe weeps, weep ev'ry little flower,

Lamenting fome enforced chaftity.

Tie up my love's tongue, bring him filently. [Exeunt.

End of the Third A5i.

ACT
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A C T IV. S C E N E I.

SCENE The Wood.

Enter Oberon.

Ob. T wonder if Titania be awaked :

-"* Then what it was that next came in her eye,

Which {he mull doat on in extremity ?

Enter Puck.

Here comes my mefTenger ! how now, mad fprite I

What night-rule now about this haunted grove ?

Puck. My miftrefs with a monfter is in love.

Near to her clofe and confecrated bower,
While (he was in her dull and fleeping hour,

A crew of patches rude rehearsed a Play
Intended for great Thefeus' nuptial day.

And afs's nole I fixt upon one head,

And all the reft with fear diftracied fled.

When in that moment ,(fo it came to pafs)

Titania wak'd, and flrait way lov'd an afs.

Ob. This falls out better than I could devife.

But haft thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes

With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ?

,
Puck. I took him fleeping; that is finifh'd too.

Enter Demetrius and Hermia.

Ob. Stand clofe, this is the fame Athenian.

Puck, This s the woman, but not this the man.
Dem. O why rebuke you him that loves you fo ?

Her. Now I but chide, but Ifhould uk thee worfe.

For thou, I fear, haft giv'n me caufe to curfe thee :

If thou haft flain Lyfander in his fleep,

Oh, kill me too

!

The fun was not fo true unto the day,

As he to me. Would he have ftol'p from hence,
From fleeping Hermia ?

It cannot be but thou haft murder'd him.

£ Dem,
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Dem. Why, gentle Hermia, will you ftill perfift,

To pierce me thro' the heart with your contempt ?

A I R.

Thefe looks, thefe tears, ihefe tender fighs9
Are thefe in murderers found ?

"Tis I ant murder'd, and your eyes.

Yourfcorn, has given the wound.

Her. What's this to my Lyfander ? Where is he ?

Ah, good Demetrius, give him to my wifhes

!

Dem. Fad rather give his carcafs to the dogs.

Her. Thou driv'fi me pail the bounds

Of maiden's patience. Hall thou {lain him then?

And hafl thou kiil'd him fleeping ?

Hence forth be never number'd among men,
Thou ferpent

!

Dem. I am not guilty of Lyfander's blood,

Nor is he dead for aught that I can tell.

Her. Then from thy hated prefence will I go,

In fearch of my Lyfander, come what may.

A I R.

I'll range all around 'till Ifind out my love,

O'er ?nountains, in valleys, thro' defaris til rove ;

Nor dijlance, nor danger, nor death can affright,

For love gives me courage, and wingsfor my flight.

[Exit Her.

Dem. There is no following her in this fierce vein,

Upon this bank I will a while repofe me. [Lies down.

Ob, What haft thou done ? thou haft miftaken quite,

And laid thy love-juice on fome true love's fight

:

About the wood go fwifter than the wind,

And Helena of Athens fee thou find.

By fome illusion fee thou bring her here ;

And fend an elf with fome of that fame fiow'r.

Puck. I go, I go, look how I go,

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow. [Exit.

Ob. I'll charm his eyes againft fhe doth appear.

Entar Fairy with afioiver.

i ft. Fair. Here is the flower.

Ob.
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Ob. Now, Fairy, fing the charm.

A I R.

Flower of this purple dye,

Hit with Cupid's archery,

Sink in apple of his eye !

IVlien his love he doth efpy,

Let herfhine as glorioufly

As the Venus ofthefky.

When thou wattft, if Jhe be by,

Beg of herfor remedy. [Exit Fairy.

Enter Puck.

Puck. Captain of our Fairy band,

Helena is here at hand,

And the youth miftook by me
Pleading for a lover's fee.

Shall we their fond pageant fee ?

Lord, what fools thefe Mortals be!

Ob. Stand a fide : the noife they make
Will caufe Demetrius to awake.

Enter Lyfander and Helena.

Lyf. Why mould you think that I mould woo in fcorn ?

Scorn and derifion never come in tears.

Look when I vow, I weep; and vows fo born

In their nativity all truth appear.?.

A I R.

How can thefe fighs and tearsfeem fcorn to you

;

They are the figns oflove f) think 'e?n true !

Hel. You do advance your cunning more and more,
Thefe vows are Hermia's: give 'em not to me.

Lyf. I had no judgment when to her I fwore.

Hel. Nor none in my mind now you fwear to me.

Lyf. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you.

Dem. [Waking] O Helen, GoJdefs, nymph, perfect, divine !

To what, my love, mall I compare thine eyes?

Hel. O fpight ! to ufe a firnple woman thus

!

You both are rivals, and love Hermia

;

E 2 In
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In my poor eyes to conjure up the tears

With your derifion ! 'Tis unkindly done.

Lyf You are unkind, Demetrius, O forbear

!

Fo " you love Hermia ; this you know I know.

A nd here with all good will, with all my heart,

In Hermia's level yield you my pretentions j

And 5 ours to Helena to me bequeath,

Whom! do love to death, Demetrius.

He!. What cruel mocking of a fimple maid !

Dem. Lyfander, keep thy Hermia, I will none 5

My heart to Helena is home returrfd,

There ever to remain.

AIR.

Hoiv calm my foul in this blejl hour?

How undi/itirbfd my breafi;

'True love at length refumes his pffufr*

And brings me peace and re/l.

My faith and truth -noiv Jland confefi%

1 now no longer roam j

My heart with Hermia ivas a guejl

JVith Helen 'tis at home.

Lyf. Helen, it is not (o.

Dem. Difparage not the faith thou dofl not know.
Left to thy peril thou repent. Lyfander,

Look where thy love comes.

Enter Hermia.

1

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his function takes,

Has made my car more quick of apprehenfion :

Thou art not found, Lyfander, by mine eye; -

My faithful car, I thank it, brought me to thee.

But why unkindly, didfl thou leave me, love ?

Lyf. W hy mould he flay, whom love doth prefs to go ?

Her. "W hat love, could prefs Lyfander from my fl-Je i!

Lyf. Lyfander's love, his love for Helena,
Fair Helena, who more engilds the night,

Than all yon fiery fiars : why feek'fi thou me?
Her, You fpeak not as you think, Lyfander,
Mel. Lo, fhe is one of this confederacy.

Injurious fiermia, moft ungrateful maid !

« Is
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e Is all the counfel that we two have fhar'd,

* The fitters vows, the hours that we have fpent,
c When we have chid the hafty-footed time
' For parting us ; O ! and is all forgot ?

' All fchool- days Friendfhip, childhood innocence ?

* We, Hermia, like two artificial Gods,
*, Created with our needles both one flower;
' Both warbling of one fong, both in one key;
' As if our hands, our fides, voices and minds
' Had been incorp'rate : fo we grew together,

* Like to a double cherry, feeming parted,

* But yet an union in partition."

And will you join in fcorning your poor friend ?

Her. Helen, I am amazed at your words :

I fcorn you not; it feems that you fcorn me.
HeL Have you not fet Lyfander as in fcorn,

To follow me, and praife me in derifion ?

And made your other love, Demetrius,

To call me goddefs ? wherefore is all this,

But by your fetting on, by your confent ?

Her. I underftand not what you mean by this.

HeL Ay, perfevere and counterfit fad looks :

This,fport well carried mall be chronicled.

But fare ye well ! 'tis partly mine own fault,

Which death or abfence foon mall remedy.

Lyf. Stay, gentle Helena, hear my vows, my prayers 5

My love, my life, my foul, fair Helena

!

HeL O excellent

!

Lyf Helen, I love thee, by my life I do f

I fwear by that which I will lofe for thee,

To prove him falfe that fays I love thee not.

AIR.

Let him come> let him come, I'll prove to bisface',

My paffion no rival can bear

:

Let him
fly

', let him
fly, for he'sfure of' difgrace ;

For my love feels the rage of defpair.

Dem. I fay, I love thee more than he can do.

Lyf. If thou fay fo, withdraw and prove it, traytor ?

Now follow if thou dar'ft, to try whofe right,

Or -thine, or mine, is moft in Helena.

Dem. Follow ? Nay Til go with thee. [Exe. Lvf. and Dem.
Her.
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Her* O me, you jug;ler; O, you canker-bloflbm \

You thief of love ! What, have you come by night:

And flol'n my love's heart from him?
Hel. Good Hermia, do not be fo bitter with me ;

I evermore did love you, Hermia :

And now, lb you will let me quiet go.

To Athens wilL I bear my folly back,

And follow you no further. Let me go.

AIR. DUET.
Hel. With various griefs my mind is torn.

Her. And mine with rage, and love, andfcorn,

"Both. My griefs can have no end.

Hel. JVhat greater ills can woman prove ?
Ker. For friendjhip has betray 'a my love.

Hel. ^._ And love deftroys thefriend, \Exeun,

Oberon and Puck comes forward.

Oh. This is thy negligence : Still thou miftak'ftj

Or elfe commitTt thy knaveries willingly^

Puck. Believe me, king of fhadows, I mifiook.

Did not you teli me 1 fhouid know the man
By th'Athenian garments he hath on i

Oh. Thou fee'ft thefe lovers feek a place to fight |

Hie therefore, Robin, overcaffc the night

:

I'll lead thefe telly rivajs fo aftray,

As one come not within another's way.

When they next wake, all this derifion

Shall feem a dream and fruitlefs vifion :

And back the lovers mail return in truth ;

Then to my Queen, and beg her Indian youth :

And then 1 will her charmed eye releafe

From monger's view, and all things fhali be peace.

Away, awav, make no delay,

We may effect this bufinefs yet ere day* [Exit Puck.

A I R.

Up and down, up and down,

I will lead them up and down,

lam fear''d in field and town,

I will lead them up and downa

Here comes one.

Enter
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Enter Lyfander.

Lyf. Where art thou, proud Demetrius ? Speak, where art

thou ?

Ob. Here, recreant, here! [Exit Oh.' and Dem.
Lyf. He goes before me, dares me to the fight

;

When I come where he calls me, then he's gone.

I follow'd fail, but fafter he did run. [Shifting places.

Now tir'd and fall'n in a dark, uneven way,
Here will I reft me. Come, thou gentle morning ! [Lies down.

For if but once thou fhew me thy grey light,

I'll find Demetrius, and revenge my wrongs.

Enter Demetrius.

Ob. Ho, ho, ho ! Coward, why com'ft thou not?

Dem. Abide me, if thou dar'ft

:

Thou run'ft before me, fhifting every place,

And dar'ft: not ftand. Recreant, fpeak

;

Where art thou ?

Ob. Come thou hither : I am here.

Dem. Nay, then thou mock'ft me-t thou {halt buy this dear:

By day's approach, look to be vifited.

Now go thy way : Faintnefs conftraineth me
To meaiure out my length on this cold bed. [Lies down.

Enter Helena.

He!. O weary night ! O long and tedious night,

Abate thy hours ! Shine comforts from the eaft,

That I may back to Athens by day-light,

From thefe, that my poor company deteft :

And fleep, that fometimes fhuts up forrow's eye,

Steal me awhile from mine own company. [Sleeps.

Ob. Yet but three ? Come one more j

Two of both kinds make up four.

Enter Second Fairy.

id Fai. Here {lie comes, croft and fad.

Ob. Cupid is a knayjfh lad,

Thus to make poor females mad.

Enter
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Enter Hermia.

Her. Never fo weary, never fo in woe ;

I can no further crawl, no further go

:

Here will I reit me till the break of day :

Heavens fliield Lyfander, if they mean a fray ! [Lies down.

Ob. On the ground, fleep thou found ;

I'll apply, to your eye, gentle lover, remedy

:

{Squeezing the juice on Lyfander'j eye.

And the country proverb known,
That every man mould take his own,
In your waking mail be mown.
Jack mall have Jill, nought mail go ill,

The man fhall have, his mare again, and all be well.

A I R,

id Fai, Sigh no more, ladies, figh no more,

Men were deceivers ever

;

Onefoot on fea, and one on Jbore,

To one thing conjlant never.

[Exeunt Ob. and Fat.

End of the Fourth Aft.

ACT
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ACTV. SCENE I.

S C E N E, the Wood.

Enter Queen of Fairies, Bottom ; Fairies attending? and

the King behind them.

Queen. POME, fit thee down upon this flow'ry bed,^ While I thy amiable cheeks do coy,

And ftick mufk-rofes in thy fleek-fmoolh'd head,

And kifs thy fair large ears, my gentle joy !

A I R.

Sweeteji creature,

Pride of nature,

Lov'd asfoon as feen :

Hear mefighi'ng,

See me dying,

Alas, poor Queen !

II.

Neverfiander,
Knew me ivander

From our Fairy ring :

But you charm me,

And fo warm me,

Alas, poor King !

Bot. What, my fweet Robin-red-breaff, have I put a little

fait upon your tail ? I'll have ycu in a cage, and feed you with

white bread and milk; and you fhail whiftie all day to me,
you little, roving, Tom-tit, you. Where's PeafeblcfTorn ?

Peafe. Ready.

Bot. Scratch my head, PeafeblofTom. Where's Monfieur
Cobweb ?

Cob. Ready.

Bot. Monheur Cobweb, good Monfieur, get your weapons
in your hand, and kill me a red-hipt humble bee on the top of

a thiftle ; and, good Monfieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do
not fret yourfelf too much in the adtion, Monfieur; and good

F Moniieur-
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Monfieur, have a care the honey-bag break not : I fhould be
loth to have vou overflown with the honey-bag, Sio-nior.

Where's Monfieur Muftardfeed ?
b

Mujl. Ready.
Bot. Give me thy neafe, Monfieur Muftardfeed: Pray you,

leave your curtefie, good Monfieur.
Mujl. What's your will ?

Bot. Nothing, good Monfieur, but to help Cavalero Cobweb
to fcratch. I" muft to the barber's, Monfieur ; for methinks,
I. am marvellous hairy about the face : And I am fuch a tender
afs, if my hair doth but tickle me, I muft fcratch.

gueen. What, wilt thou hear fome mufick, my fweet love ?

Bot. I have a reafonable good ear in mufick.

DUET. By itt and id Fairy.

Welcome, welcome to this place,

Favrile of the Fairy Shieen ;

'Zephyrs, play around hisface,

IVafi), ye aews
>

his graceful mien.

Pluck the wingsfrom butterflies,

'Tofan the moon beamsfrom his eyes j

Round him. in eternalfpring,

Grafooppers and cricketsfing.

By thefpang ledfiarlightjheen,
Nature's joy he walks the green ; .

Sweet voice, long ears, andgraceful mien,

Speak him thine, O Fairy ^ueen I

£h.ecn. Or fay, fweet love, what thou defir'ft to eat.

Bot. Truly a peck of provender; I could munch your good
dry oats. Methinks I have a great defire to a bottle of hay:

Cord hay, fweet hay hath no fellow.

~)ueen. I have. a ventrous Fairy that mail feek

The fquirrels hoard, and fetch thee new nuts.

Bet. I had rather have a handful or two of dried peafe.

But I pray you, let none of your people ftir me ;

I'have an expotition of flcep come upon me.

ghteen. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms';

Fairies begone, and be always away.

So doth the woodbine the fweet honeyfucklc

Gently entwift.

O haw I love thee ! howl doat on thee ! Sleep.

Enter
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Enter Puck.

Ob. Welcome, good Robin ! See'ft thou this fweet fight ? ]

Her dotage now I do begin to pity :

For meeting her of late behind the wood,

I then did afk of her, her changeling child,

Which ftrait me gave me ; wherefore I'll undo

This hateful imperfection of her eyes :

And, gentle Puck, take this transformed fcalp

From. off the head of this Athenian fwain,

That he awaking when the others do,

May all to Athens back again repair,

And think no more of this night's accidents,

But as the fierce vexation of a dream.

But firfl I will releafe the Fairy Queen.

A I R.

Be as thou wafi zvont to be ;

See as thou waji wont to fee :

As I to you, be you to me.

Now my Titania, wake you, my fweet queen.

£h.een. My Oberon ! What vifions have I feen !

Methought I was enamour'd of an afs.

Ob. There lies your love.

§hteeh. How came thefe things to pafs ?

O how mine eyes do loath this vifage now !

Ob. Silence a while. Robin, take off his head.

Titania, mufick call, and ftrike more dead

Than common fleep, of all thefe five the (tnfe,

i^ucen. Mufick, ho mufick ! fuch as charmeth fleep.

A I R.

2d Fai. Orpheus, with his lute, made trees,

And the mountain tops thatfreeze,

Bow them/elves when he didfing :

'To his mufick, plants andjhvjers

Ever fpring, asfun and/bowers
There had made a lb/lingfpring.

Puck. When thou awak'fr, with thine own fool's eyes peep.
Ob. Sound, mufick: Come, my Queen, take hand with me,

F 2 And
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And rock the ground whereon ihefe ileepers be.

Now thou and I are new in amity. [Lark heard.

Puck. Fairy king, attend and mark, {Lark again.

I do hear the morning lark.

Ob Then, my Queen, in iilence fad,

Trip we after the night's fhade

;

We the globe can compafs ibon,

Swifter than the wand :

ring moon.
£h:een. Come, my lord, and in our flight,

Tell me, how it came this night,

That I fieeping here was found,

With thefe mortals on the ground.

[A dance of Fairies, and exeunt.

•Bottom wakes.

Bot- When my cue comes, call me, and I will anfwer. My
• next is, Moil fair Pyramus—Hey-ho !—Peter Quince ! Flute

the bellows-mender ! Snout the tinker ! Starveling !—God's
my life ' ftolen hence and Jeft me afleep. I have had a moil

rare vifion ! I had a dream pair the wit of man to fay what
dream it was : Man is but an afs if he go about to expound

this dream. Methought I was, there is no man can tell what:
Methought I was, and methought I had j but man is but a

patch'd fool, if he will offer to fay, what methought I had.

The eye of man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not ken j

'

man's hand is not able to taile, his tongue to conceive, nor his

-heart to report, what my dream was. I will get Peter Quince
to write a ballad of this dream : It fhall be call'd, Bottom's

dream, because it hath no bottom ; and I will fing it in the

latter end of ajplay. before the Duke ; peradventure, to make it

the more gracious, I mail fingit at her death. [Exit Bot.

Enter Thefeus, Egeus, Hippolita and all his train.

Thcf. Go,. one of you, and' find out the forefler;

My love fhal! hear the mufick of my hounds.

We will, fair Queen, up to the mountain's top,

And mark the rbufical confufion

—

Of hounds and echo in conjunction.

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once,

When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear

With hounds of Sparta : Never did I hear

Such gallant chiding: For befides the groves,

The ikies, the fountains, ev'ry region near

Seem'd all one mutual cry. I never heard

So
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So mufical a difcord, fuch fweet thunder.

Thef. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind,

So flew'd, fo fanded, and their heads are hung,

With ears that fweep away the morning dew

;

Crook-knee'd, and dew-lap'd, like Teflalian bulls,

Slow in purfuit, but match'd in mouth like bells,

Each under each. A cry more tuneable

Was never hollow'd to, nor cheer'd with horn,

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Theflaly :

Judge when you hear. But foft, what nymphs are thefe ?

Ege. My Lord this is my daughter here afleep,

And this, Lyfander, this Demetrius is,

This Helena, old Nedar's Helena

;

I wonder at their being here together.

Thef. No doubt they rofe up early to obferve

The rite of May, and hearing our intent,

Came here in grace of our fo'emnity.

But fpeak, Egeus, is riot this the day,

That Hermia mould give anfwer of her choice?
Ege. It is, my Lord.

Thef. Go bid the huntfmen wake them with their horns.

A I R.

Lyf. Hark, hark, how the hounds and horn,

Cherely roufe the Jlumb'ring morny

From the fide ofyon hoar hill,

Thro* the high wood echoing jhrill;

Tloefi Good-morrow friends ; faint Valentine is paft

:

Begin thefe wood-birds but to couple now I

Lyf. Pardon, my Lord.

Thef. I know you two are rival enemies.

How comes this gentle concord in the world.

That hatred is fo far from jealoufy,

To fieep by hate, and fear no enmity ?

Lyf. My Lord, I fhall reply amazedly,
Half fleep, half waking. But as yet I fwear

I cannot truly fay how I came here:

But as I think, (for truly would I fpeak)

And now I do methink me, fo it is

;

I came with Hermia hither. Our intent

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be
Without the peril of th' Athenian law.

Ege. Enough, enough, my Lord, you have enough ;

I be*



4$ A Midfummer Night*s Bream.

I beg the law, the law upon his head :

They would have ft'ol'n away, they would, Demetrius,
Thereby to have defeated you and me,
You of your wife, and me of my confent.

Dem. My Lord, fair Helen told me of their ftealth.

And I in fury hither -follow'd them ;

Fair Helena in fancy follow'd me :

But, my good Lord, I wot not by what power,

But by fome power it is, my love to Hermia
Is melted as the mow;
And all the faith, the virtue ofmy heart,

Is only Helena. To her, my Lord,' •

Was I betrothed *ere I Hermia faw

;

But like a ficknefs did I loath this food;

But as in health come to my natural tafte,

Now do I wifli it, love it, long for it,

And will for ever more be true to it.

Lyf. And I my bond of faith to Hermia,

Will ffill maintain 'till life mall.be no more.

The bufy phantoms that difturb'd my brain,

Are fled, and all is happinefs and love.

A I R.
.
D U E T.

Lyf. The dream is- o'er as, day appears,

The hags of night arefozvn ;

My rifing joys have chas'd my fears,

And Hermia is my own.

Her. / mufi have flept, to he untrue,

Andfrom myfaith to rove,

My waking thoughts are all ofyou,

Ofyou alone, and lave .

Hip. 'Tis ftrange, my Thefeus, what thefe lovers fpeak of.

Thef. More ftrarsge than true : I never may believe

Thefe antick fables, nor thefe fairy toys,

Lovers and madmen have fuch feething brains

;

Such fhaping phantefy they apprehend,

More than cool reafon ever comprehends,

The lunatick, the lover, and the poet,

Are of Imagination all compact;

One fees more devils than vaft hell can hold;

The madman ; while the lover all as frantick,

Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt.

The poet's eye, in a fine phrenzy rolling,

Both
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Doth glance from heav'n to earth, from earth to heav'n j

And as Imagination bodies forth

The forms of things unkno\vn, the poet's pen

Turns them to fhape, and gives to airy nothing

A local habitation and a name

:

Such tricks hath ftrong imagination.

Lyf. Thefe things feem fmall and undiftinguifhable,

Like far off mountains turned into clouds.

Her. Methinks I fee thefe things with parted eye,

When every thing feems double.

Hel. I think fo too, and I have found Demetrius,

Like a jewel; mine own, and not mine own.
Hip. Fair friends, the crofles of your loves are now o'erblown,

And future happinefs await your walks, your board, your beds.

Thef. - Of this difcourfe we fhall hear more anon

:

Fair lovers, you are fortunately met

:

Egeus, I will overbear your will,

For in the temple, by and by with us,

Thefe couples fhall eternally be knit;

And, for the morning now is fomething worn,

Our purpos'd hunting mail be fetafide,

Away with us to Athens, three and three;

There will we feaft in great folemnity.

AIR..

ILyf. Puree the air withfounds ofjoy;

Come hymen with the winged boy,

Bringfong, and dance, and revelry,

From this our great folemnity,

Drive care andforrowfar azvay,

Let all be mirth, and holiday.

CHORUS.
Hail to love ! and welcome joy !

Hail to the delicious boy !

See the fun from love returning,

Love's thefame in which he's burning.

FINIS.
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